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HE Duchess of Porton walked
down Piccadilly in her fourteen-
hundred guinea ermine coat, and

The imperious-looking person turned
suddenly from her companion and ex-
claimed “Milly!" in a voice loud enough
to arrest the duchess’ attention and the|
duchess’ progress. Tumning, she hel'tcldE
the young woman—who combined with |
her imperial air and proud aloofness a|
wonderful and exclusive simplicity of |
toilet—garing at her eagerly. By the
side of this beautiful person stood her
young cavalier, obviously unprepared for
events,

Millicent, duchess of Porton, raised
her glasses and stared through them.

“T beg your pardon, your grace,” said
the beautiful young woman, shrinking
a little with a kind of proud modesty
from the duchess' stare, “but I knew
you at once, and I am afraid we all
think of you as Milly still, though the
happy days at Lufton were over long
ago.”

“Happy days,”
peering curiously, “at Lufton!
afraid—"

“T am Rosy Phillips,” replied the im-
perial girl, and after a pause added with
perfect dignity, “I expect you have for-
gotten us all.”

said the duchess, still
I am

“Forgotten vou all!" the duchess
cried. “Certainly not. But—let me see
—you were the smallest. 1 remember

Mary best. And how is Mary?”

“She is married, your grace—"

“Dear me,” =aid the duchess, “that is
awfully interesting. You must come
ind see me and tell me all about your
family. Tomorrow afternoon at 3. How
nice! Our house is in Hapley Square,
1s you probably know. And have you
ill come back to England "

“Only me,” said the lovely person,
wdding as an afterthought, with a glance
it her escort, “and, as your grace sees,
Bob."

“Really, really,’
thly, “and this is Bob?
Let me see. Bob was—"

“The ffth, your grace,” replied the
foung woman.

“Sc he was!" cried the duchess, who
1ad obviously forgotten the fact. “How
‘harming! The fifth!"

She kindly shook hands with him.

The young man and the young wom-
in continued their way, which was to-
ward Emperor's Gate.

“Who is the lady?" said he.

“The Duchess of Porton, my dear
Charles,” answered she.

How grown!

“And who are you, Anna?" asked Mr. |

“harles Captain.

“You heard perfectly well, my dear
zood Charles!” replied Miss Anna Stu-
irt reproachfully. “T am Rosy Phillips.”

“And who am I?"

“My brother Boh."

“Indeed,” said Mr. Captain.

“T will ask you to tea,” said Anna
Stuart kindly, “and explain matters to

pon.’

Charles hailed 3 taxicab, and to hast-
:n the explanation drove Anna home to
her Emperor’s Gate flat. She sat by
yim, looking extremely remote, pensive,
fesirable, and chic, swathed in a won-
derful costume of white cloth with a
great stole and muff of incongruouns
white chiffon and fox fur, and all that
ihe said to Charles during the drive was:

“Directly I saw the duchess it occur-
red to me that she had a beautiful fur
soat.”

This being indisputable, Mr. Captain
inswered nothing, but he became very
thoughtful.

They went into Anna Stuart's little
green sitting-room, where by the fire tea
wwaited them in china whose color
formed the happiest combination with
the colors of the soft silk bangings
Looking particularly charming, soft, and
feminine, Anna poured out tea.

She also indicated the latest number
of that popular weekly, Society Mur-
nurings.

Opening this, Mr. Captain found that
the Duchess of Porton would shortly
Save a birthday, heing now in her thir-
y-fourth year. “Beautiful and talented,”
nurmured the weekly, “she is the daugh-
er of that wealthy American, Mr. J. B.
Lufton, who bought Lufton, in Derby-
ihire, twenty years sga.

“‘She was indeed a sunbeam,’ said
sne ancient cottager to our representa-
ive who had called upon her, "and
though she was so rich she was not
yroud.” Indeed, the extreme simplicity
which marked the duchess' childhood
zannot be better illustrated than by the
fact that her dearest playmates during

said the duchess ami- |

children of her father's land-steward.
Mr. Fbenezer Phillips. * * * ‘And a
fine, healthy lot they were,' said the same
chatty old lady to our representative;
‘there was Mary the eldest, William,
etc, etc., etc, etc, etc; Bob, a hand-
some lad, and Rosy, the youngest. Mr.
Phillips went with his family to Aus-
tralia, however, before Miss Laufton
grew up, and we have not heard of them
since. * ¢ *'"

“I am, then, Bob” said Mr. Captain,
when he had read this.

“A handsome lad,"” Anna supplement-
ed.

Charles blushed deeply.
tinued :

“I am always very thankful that [ have
an agile mind. Directly I saw the Duch-
ess of Porton this afternoon I remem-
bered the whole of that paragraph like
la flash. I became, instantly, Rosy the
youngest. It seemed obvious that Rosy,
coming last of a long line and therefore
so very juvenile, could not be remem-
bered vividly by old playmates.”

Charles assented gravely.

“I do not like your tone, Charles,”
said Anna Stuart.
| "I am sorry for that,” said Charles,
Elmking moodily at his extremely nice
| boots, “but my tone, at least, is my own.”
! “And no one is likely to imitate it

Anna con-

|either. Lucky vou!” said Anna, putting
|her feet on the fender, “and lucky
them!"

With this obscure exclamation—pa-
tently intended, however, for rudencss—
the beautiful young woman lapsed into
|a silence, provoking as some feminine
| silences can be.

“What 1s our program?’ asked Mr.
Captain presently.

The young man now spoke again with
all due reference to her wishes, for he
|muld not bear this particular silence of
Anna Stuart's.

She said frigidly: “You heard the
appomntment made? Three o'clock to-
morrow at Hapley Square.”

“Am I coming?" the poor slave asked.

“No,” said she, “I think I shall go
alone tomorrow. [ shall not need Bob.™

Then she began very slowly and de.
lightfully to laugh, and her devils leaped
to her eyes, and her dimples played in
her cheeks.
| "I really cannot think,” said Mr. Cap-
tain, looking longingly at the charming
| scheme of decoration Anna made in a
white Paris frock, with the expression
|of a mischievous child in a green chair,
“why you and I don't give up this rep-
| rehensible life of ours—"

“Becanse,” replied she, “it pays us to
continue.”

“Give it up,” pursued the young man,
drawing a little nearer, “get married;
| settle down ; and be good.”
| “Also,” Amna continued, without lis-
tening, “we have, partner, acquired the
| acquisitive habit, which is hard to shake
off. Also, it saves us from boredom.”

Asking at the Hapley Square house
the aext afternoon for the duchess, Miss
Anna Stuart was taken up to her grace's
private sitting room at the back of the
house, an apartment communicating
with her grace’s bed, dressing, and bath
rooms, the windows of which apart-
ments all  overlooked immediately a
mews, though beyond this there was a
great view of the city which the duch-
ess said to her visitor at once that she
passionately admired. Drawing Miss
Stuart hospitably to a comfortable
chair, she also looked her over thor-|
oughly, and after asking very kindly
after father, mother, Mary, and the rest
of the family, not excluding the pros-
pects of Bob, she said:

“You are very smart, my dear, good
girl, extremely so, There is a sort of
air * = * I it was not so palpably ab-
surd in your station of life, I should
say that Paquin dressed you" |

“Your grace,” replied the modest and |
charming girl, “is very kind. I have
been learning the dressmaking on the
continent for two vears, and 1 make
most of my own things. Mother thought
I should find a good opening in London,
after my experience.”

“And have you?" said the duchess,
thrusting her head forward in an in-
quiring way she had
The young/woman sighed, cuddled
her hands in her incongruous muff of
white chiffon and fox fur; opened her
wide eves wider.

“lI have found nothing, your grace.
These London shops don’t seem to have
a position I should care to take. [ shall
try to wait till some suitable vacancy
occurs.”

Here the duchess displayed great
kindness, sitting beside her former baby
playfellow, patting her hand, and run-
ning a piercing eye over her Parisian'
ligne.

“Help,” said her grace, “help, my poor,

what [ am only too delighted to give
you. 1 am glad that you have such
grateful recollections of your life at
Lufton. My father thought a great deal
of your parents ancd was very kind to
them.” The duchess paused to repeat
“very kind, indeed, to them,” continuing,
“Well, my maid is leaving me next week,
and I am quite willing to take you in
her place for a few months, considering
that, to make up for your lack of ex-
perience in such a position, you will, of
course, me able to make a great many of
my frocks. The salary is 35 pounds a
year. You will see that is immensely
to your benefit. If you make my clothes
well my friends would ask “Who did it >
and 1 should tell them. One really can
hardly say to what such a magnificent
opening might lead.”

Thanking the duchess for her great
kindness, the young woman said that
though for her part she had no hesita-
tion over the offer, she vet would like
to consult Bob before accepting it, as
he was her sole protection in England.
The visitor now expressed admiration
o the ermine coat.

“Ah!" said the duchess, “my coat?”
and a shadow fell upon her.

It was due entirely to diplomacy actu-
ated by a desire to pin down this shadow

—
-
—

and discover its substanice, that the visi-|
tor stayed to tez with the duchess. Much |
conversation passed and diplomacy ex-|
tracted this: |
“That coat, my dear good girl, quite
between ourselves, is mortgaged.”
“Mortgaged, your grace!”

“I take that to be the word., Your
class, 1 believe, would call it “pledged,’
to a money lender, a shark called Lew
Cadella.”

coat "

in my wardrobe. 1 have, however, to
my husband will say when the coat dis-
appears [ do not know.”

Captain the duchess’ offer.

Ser happy youth at Lufton were the

good girl, is what you need, and help-is

you could buy six such coats for your-
el |
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“We certainly have made money, part-
ner,” said she pensively.

A note in her voice brought Mr. Cap-
tain closer to look at her. Silver tears
trembled on Anna's lashes.

“Lady!” cried he, immensely
cerned.

“Charles," said Anna, turning to him
with tragedy, “does it occur to you what
it means to a woman to part with her
one—or, anyway, her best—fur coat?”

“It does,” said Mr. Captain, with a
ray of hope. “I think it a most pitiful
and horrible calamity. You are going

con-

her fur coat?”

“Not only will I allow her to keep
it,” replied Anna, winking away two
kind tears that misted her brown eyes,
“but I shall make it my business to see
that she does keep it. Or rather, you
will make it your business.”

“Dear me!” said Charles.
nto it?
you before, lady, getting rather tired
of civil robberies.”

Anna said in her most imperious man-
ner: “Well, after I have declined
Milly's offer tomorrow afternoon,
wash my hands of the affair. It is up
to you to get the mortgage thing, the
deed, the plan, or whatever it is tech-
nically called, from Mr, Lew Cadella,
the money lender, It is time that we
did a really disinterested good action,
or we shall forget what integrity feels
like.”

“It will be rather fine,” Mr. Captain
murmured, “to undertake it just for
sheer sport and to help the Duchess of

“l come

of giving handsome gifts.”

cadilly chambers overlooking the Green |

“Certainly,” said the duchess, “it is accident!”

stationer’s, gave an order, and emerge
|to engage a taxicab.
Sitting in her green chair, with lm':sorted an extensive stock of visiting |
feet upon the fender and her hands cud- and professional cards, and chose one|#tands as he
dled in her muff, Anna detailed to Mr.  engraved with the name of a r:spv:ctablei
firm of solicitors in the city, whom we
“Well” said the young man, slecking may call, for the purpose of this story.
down the back of his fair head with a | Messrs. Mennett & Noriolk
slow hand, “I suppose you now see your |plied with reference books as he was,|
way paved for another risky job. And | Mr. Captain also

Porton.”

=11

“She has a birthday soon,” said Miss!
Stuart, looking as kind as an angel. “I!
am glad that all this has happened just |
now. It will be like giving a very hand- |
some birthday gift, and you and I, |
Charles, my dear, are not in the habit |

The young mam, very lightheartedly, |
left her soom after tea was over. He|

said to himself as he walked to his Pic- |

“But your grace has the use of the Park, “When one is a rogue by habit,| “Their cllent”” said the caller,
how delightful to be a philanthropist by |

In the happiest humo: he surveyed his

pay the money within a fortnight. What | immediate plan of campaign. '

It was only 5:30. He dropped into a |

At his rooms he

Well sup-|

looked up in a direc-|

tory the mame of a certain Derby firm | once
of solicitors, of whom we shall here

»

FUR COAT

1 am, as I think I have told |

et

F

speak as Wilfred & Barter.
ing this detail, the young man returned

Mr. Lew Cadella, in Ludgate Circus.

He learned that Mr. Lew Cadella had
gone.

Booking an oppointment as a repre-
sentative of Messrs. Dennett & Norfolk,
solicitors, Queen Victoria street, for the
| following morning, Charles Captain re-
turned to his rooms, dined excellently
and occupied himseli during the even-
|ing with assimilating details of Mr. J.
B. Lufton mentioned in “Who's Who,"

to allow the Duchess of Porton to keep also in certain sporting and financial an- |

|mals. He then prepared with some care
|a strictly legal-looking document. After
|this he sat down to write his nightly let-
|ter to the heartless lady of Emperor's
Gate, and to say:

{“My dearest dearest.

(You cannot stop me writing that,
and | know that vou will read i, al-
though vou will not let me say it). It
is going to be a very long time till the
| day after tomorrow when [ suppose that
|1 shall be graciously permitted to see
|your ladyship again. Keep vour litile
adorable hands out of all risks and let
your very willing servant take them all
upon himself.

“Anna, 1 love you. Will you marry
me ? Good might, my darling—good
night.”

The young man rose the next morning
with the exhilarating sense of impending
action that always spiced his adven-
tures. Irreproachable in black coat, gray
|trousers, and silk hat, he went at 9:30
to the office of Mr. Lew Cadella.
| Mr, Cadella, glancing at the card ly-

ing upon his desk, received him cour-|

teously, saying, “From Bennett & Nor-

[folk! Ah!yes. *** Yestoseo? T

have the pleasure of a slight acquaint-
ance with Mr. Norfolk, but not with
the senior partner.”

Sitting in her green chair with her feet upon the fender.

Perceiving In a moment the part for
which he could cast himself. the young
man replied:

“T am Mr. Benneit's son.™

“Ah!" sald Mr. Cadella. “Yes
yrs * * ¢ yesT In the firm, | presume?™’

The yvounz man asssnted and procesd-
ed. with an admirable manner, to un-
fold his business

“We have been Instructed by Wilfred
& Barter, of Derby, on behall of their
client, Mr. Lufton, of Lufton—"

“Wilfre«! & Barter Yes *= * " yes
40 yex™ Mr, Cadella murmured. “A
very soumdl provincial! firm, I think, very
sound indeed.

e
the Duchess of
T think we

Heved that his daughter,
Porton, has mortgaged—ans
must cnll it—a certain ermine coat to
you. This is currect? * * * dr. Lufton
has not approached his daughter about
It, and does not wish to do so.
hopes tha: she will be able, with his

private assistiiice, to keep the little mat- |

ter from the Aduke Mr. Lufton, on ac-
eni'nt, as he xays, of his danghter’s lack
of business knowledge, wishes to
legal assurance that the matter really
has been informed, and to
know how her grace has bound herself. 1
am finstructed to ask you to be so Roddd
as to show me the cxisting agreement
between yourself and her grace”

“With what Intention® the
lender inqguired.

“Mr. Lufton would, on receiving our
report that the arrangement is all In
order, settle the matter with you at

money-

-

“I hardly see* replied Mr. Cadells,
“that I am under a necessity to show

Memoriz-

to his cab, and drove w0 the office of

but he|

have '

m ’t_hh agreement on Mr. Lufton’s be-

“A mere matter of form,” mald the
peeudo lawyer. ““We rely upon your
business courtesy and upon your willing-
ness to give Mr. Lufton every facility
to mesist his daughter privately.”

“If Lufton means to settle the affair,”
sald Mr. Cadella, after cogitation, “there
Is, of course, no reason why [ should not
oblige you."” He touched a bell

““The Porton mortgage,” he sald to the
clerk who came

The clerk went and returned with a
long envelope which he handed to his
employer. The money lender drew out
a business-like document, laid the en-
velope upon his desk, and handed the
document 1o his visitor, saying:

“There you are. And you will see that
It is in order. That is the duchess’ sig-
nature.’

The young man looked
through the few detnils.

“My terma to the duches. were unusu-

minutely

ally easy,” sald Mr. Cadella. *“Have
& clgar™
The wisitor, with a murmuared word

of thanks, stretched out & hand to take
one, his eves still upon the document he |
held. Hin eyes being thus occupied and
his movement, in his abstraction, being
somewhat sudden and jorky, his hand
came in sharp contact with the cigar
case, which fell to the ground.

“Heg pardon’™ ecried the representative
of Bennett & Norfolk.

“Don’t mention I.” sald Mr. Cadella,
stnoping for hin case—slowly, for he was
fat and stiff though but middie-aged.

When he stood erect agaln, rather red
from the effort. tha young man Wwas
foldinz the mortgage precisely. He took
the envelope from the desk, in spite of
Mr Cadella's affable. “Now! now' row!
dont vou trouble!’ and shot the parch-
| ment within .

“It Is, of course’” xall he, “perfectly
in order, and | must say 1 consider yvour
terms to her grace exiremely courtsous.””
| He now took = clgar . “Thanks very
| much indeed.” He lighted it. ““Winfred
& Barter will hear from us tomorrow
morning, and T think you will hear from
them very shortly. PBetween you and
me I fancy old Lufton rather imagined
| his daughter had fallen to the sharks™

They both imughed. Cadella fatly, the
voung man ke a real good fellow. The

| money lender struck his bell azaln and
| the same clerk came in, received the
| long envelope with Its Inclosure, and
withdrew.

] “] am very much obliged to vou' said
| the lawyer. shaking hands warmly

| *No, no, no." said Mr. Cadella . "Don't
| mention 1t. Well, if T hear from old

Lufton so much the better for her grace
| The duke’'s a very tough nut, they say
T have no doubt there would he a row
Gond morning.  Very pleased to have
obliged vour firm. 1 have a slight ac-
quaintance with Norfolk—"

On this note Mr, Cadella saw his caller
AWAY.

The young man took & taxicab to the
stationer’'s whers he had, the day before,
ordered cards to he got ready at express
speed. In the eab he drew from his
sleeve a legal-looking document—having
played tha oldest card-sharper trick In
the world—unfolded it, and smiled snugly
at the signature of the Duchess of Porton
footing the mortgage. He put it away In
his breast pocket

When he had obtained the new cards,
Mr. Captain drove to Fuston

He wns at Lufton rather late in the
aftarnoon.

“7 want 1o see Mr. Luften on very im-
portant business,” he sald to the butier,
and handed to him a card lr:!crlbﬂ!

Mr. Lew Cadella,
1M Ludgate Clrcus, E. C.

“Are vou Lew Cadella himsell?" asked
J. B Lufton as he entered the library
where the caller had heen taken

Thus shown that the ducheas’ father
did not personally know Mr. Lew Cadella,
Charles cast himself (nstantly for the

| part
He rose and bowed
- am, sir,” he eald ceremonjously. but
with a brisk manner and a great alr of
commercial aMlity. "and I have com=
from town to ses You on a matter which
coneerns vour danghter.”™

“Which concerns the Duchesa of Por-
ton'" her father exclaimed.

“Just s0,"” replied Charles Captain, and
drew from his breast pocket the deed
of mortgage on the ermine coat and latd
it hefore the old gentleman,

When J. B. Lufton had examined it
in silence and looked up sternly In
silence Charles continuad with an Im-

passivity very teiling in its dry direct-
ness: .

“The duchess, as you see. has three
more weeks in which to pay off the
mortsage. My terms to her, I think you
will in justice allow, #ir. are unusually
easy, I need not gepeat them; they are
set out there. T anticipated the fur coat |
falling into my possession at the end of |
that time, for T know the duchess to he
extremely remricted —and really, my |
dear sir, T don't want the coat. Such!
a small matter is hardly worth arrang- |
ing to & man in my way of business,
but T arranged it merely to oblige such |
a Iady as the Duchess of Porton. My
visit here today should really prove Ihat!
I have such an object at heart, for 1
come to suggest, sir, that T hand over|
that deed of morigage to you this efi-|

ernoon.’ |

“On full payment. of course?* sajd J
B Lufton.

“On full payment. of course,” said the
young man., “‘naturaily that. I have!
never obliged A man financlally and 1
do not proposs to becin, wir. But with
such a lady as the Inichess of Por-
ton * * *" Hlight sentimentality wav-
er>d in his wvoice He resumed: “T de- |
cided to come today on a sudden idea |
put inta my head by a society paper. |
from which [ tunderstand that the

duchess has a birthday tomorrow.™
“So she has” sald the old gentleman.
looking sternly st Charles.
Charles waited In silence.
Atr. J. B. Lufton walted in silence
Quite suddenly, however., the idea
permeated. He understood.
H “You mean to sugges: that this™
|he  tapped the desd of mortgage.
| “would make n suitable birthday pres-
|ent for my daughter™

Perfectly a1 hias ease, "I do, sir™
Charles Captain replied. I
“Well. well * * *° gajg the old|

gentleman, musing

I “1 have very little
sir, hefore eatching
| Charles, looking nat
|and creditable watch. I hope that
jyou will make up your mind. 1 do
|mot know that | should have inconven
{lenced myself to the exten: of this
{ journey for any other cllent, but the
Duchess of Porton is a lady who in-
aplres immense admiration and good
feeling, and I have had gres: pleasure

'ime to spare. |
my train” said
a very handsome |

| apology In his manner

ed Az we were,

regarding
pride.
disinterested as we were,
lot up from the yvard of the mews behind
the Duke of Porton's house late Yeaters
day afternoon.

in coming here to put her difficulty
before you."

“I am giving my daughter a hunter
for a birthday present.” mused the old
gentleman.

Charles emitted a harsh and admir-
able laugh.

“Take coals to Newcastls,” exclaim-
ed he, "and deny It bread!"

Hls gesture of almost contempt Was
dramatic, but not too much so.

J. B. Lufton stood up, put the palms
of his hands flat upon tha Ubrary
table, and addressing Charles Captain,
told him what he thought of monay-
lending sharks who cajoled ignorant
women Into parting with thelr furs
and Jeweln, The old gentleman's
thoughts, as expreased without reser-
vation, were extremely vigorous. When
he was exhausted, however, he saw,
sadly enough, the inevitable end, and
he tcok out his check book,

Mr. Captain departed shortly sfter-

ward, & very well satisfied young
man. Traveling swiftly back to Eus-
ton, he thought upon Anna Stuart,

and his though'!s ran somewhat thus:

“I wonder what you are doing now?

“You are having tea out of the gold and
white china. In your sitting-room * * *
your head Is on a satin cushlon, and you
have on a snaky White frock that looks
ripping against the green background.

“No woman but you can ook pretty
eating muffine. The butter is apt to run,
but not the butter on your muffin,

“I wonder if vou are thinking of me at
ali? T believe you do, sometimes,

'-“,- ll'l.'!. .- = wy

“WIIl you come out to lunch with me
tomorrow ?

“l wonder what you are doing now?™

Mis= Anna Stuart took tea with
Thichess of Porton, while Charles Captain
traveled from Derby to Euston, and this
Is what she was doing:

She toid her grace that yesterday she
had consuted Bab, Hob was doubtful.
This morning as If confirming Bob's
doubts, came a letter from a well-known
Paris Aressmaking house, onffering her a
=plendid post. Would not her grace con-
Eratulate her?

A littie sonred by the disappointment,
her grace did

It was after 2 o'clock, and a dark winter
afternoon, Tea had been merved In the
durhess’ back upstalrs sitting-room that
overiooked the mews, and which commu-
nicrated with her bed, dressing, and bath
ronms.

Now, when they had finished tea—eat-
ing a great dea! as most women do at
thi=s time when no male (s present—and
hefare the duchess had sald good-by to
Anna—for the while Rosy Philiips—and
wished her good luck, a message came
from the duke asking his wife to speak
to him in his study. The duchess prom-
ised her old playfellow that she would
return shortly and left the room.

Miss Anna Etuart rose. softly opened
the adjolning door leading into the dress-
ing-room, and peeped through, No maid
was there. Miss Stuart switched on light
and darted in

The key was in the lock of the huge
wardrobe

The beautiful person. leokine as wicked
as sin, her deviis and her dimples romp-
ing together, turned that key and beheld
the ermine coat

She took the coat, rolisd it into a bun-
dle. lining outward: she locked the ward-
robe again and dronped the key into her
coat pocket., (It should. of course, have
been in the pocket of the duchesa’ mald,
and that is where they afterward looked
for it. not believing her protest. j Opening
the window., Anna Stuart then looked
down into the mews, A!ll was dark and
quiet there save for a light dimly shining
in ons stahls window, across which &
shadow now and again moved—a groom
cleaning a herse. A loud hissing sound
rame fram him throuzh the stahle door
which wa=s ajar. and this sound made tha
yvoung woman, culpable as she was, shake
with uncontrallable lauchter. She dropped
the coat from the window, closed !t and
returned to the sitting-room

Five minutes Iater the duchess’ charm-
ing foarmer plavmate left the house, her
beautiful hrown eves shining with grat-
itude for the kind parting words of the
duchess, and her curiously small, saft.
and feminine hands cuddled In her great
white muff.

The square was very quist at that hour,
rfternoon life having ebbed, and evening
life not yet flowing!

Mr. Charles Captain called the follow-
ing morning ahout 11 o'clock., on Miss
Anna Stuart at Emperor’s Gate,

He was shown inte the green sittine-
room,. where that splendid young woman
in a white satin blouse and a slim serge
skirt. was just placing the lid upon =&
Inrge cardboard box. A palr of scissors
and a furrier's knife lay upon the table.

“Good morning, Charies, my dear.”” said
ghe with an alr of modest alation. “Were
¥ou wvery busvy vesterday?™

“I was." said Mr. Captain, laying hin
hat and stick down upon the table with
the sclssors and knife, and contemplating
Anna In n slightly apologetic manner,

“lI hope.” she murmured, attending to
the eardboard box, “that you have ar-
ranged that distressing affair of the
dicheas,™

“l have.,” he replled “Sha will hear
nothing maore of the matter, [ think. Or,
if she does. Cadella cannot hold her lla-
hie on an agreement which he cannet
produce =

“Caanot produce ™"

“He has in his possession the most pal-
pahle forgery, which. as a man of busi-
nesn, he will certalnly not put forward.™

“l am s giand.” said Anna like an angel.
“My heart ached for that poor woman.
1 am =0 glad.™
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“As to the real
agreement—the deed of mortgage an one
may call 1—" Mr. Captain paused.

“Yes™' replied Anna.

“An a matter of fact,” said Charles,
apologizing extremely, T can hardly
imagine how the thing orecurred. Fores
of hahit, [ strongly suspect. Or ahsencs
of mind [n & most malignant form. But—
in short—to tell vou the truth, disinterest-
we have cleared eleven
hundred."”

He produced J

R. Lufton's check and

displayed It to Anna.

“Well, well!" said she.
She lfted off the lid of the cardboard
box. and there lay a countiess mass of

ermine skins, the coat having been taken
to pieces with all a furrler’s skill.

“Am T not clever with fur™ said Anna.
the treasure [n pardonable
“To tell vou the truth, Charles,
I picked this
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